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The Man Who Loved His Refrigerator
One
Donald walked out on his wife, the dogs, the Garland stove, the
1927 Art couch, the $500 Italian telephone, the signed Lichtenstein poster,
and dozens of special belongings he had chosen. The most important one
was his refrigerator. Although only his wife cooked, he considered the
refrigerator HIS, and it had taken him forever to choose just the right one.
During those months, the two of them had eaten in restaurants,
although his wife kept complaining about the cost. When finances were
really tight, she traded a piece of her artwork for a month’s supply of dinners.
they resorted to filling an ice chest with ice and keeping perishables in
there. After six months of indecision, Donald’s wife began to lose it. At
first, she would scream every time he walked in the door. After that, he
would be greeted by flying missiles—the watering can or the dogs’ dishes
were some of her favorite weapons.
At last he found it. Not because of anything his wife had said or done,
but simply because he had researched every single refrigerator. When it
finally arrived, it stood in the middle of the loft because he couldn’t decide
on
the right place for it. Day after day, the 8.5-foot
flat stainless
steel appliance stood in the way of daily living. For six months, the
refrigerator remained unplaced. Eventually a specific spot was decided upon,
and everything in the kitchen worked in around it.
Donald thought their lives were now complete. They were always invited
to openings and dinner parties. Most galleries didn’t
kitchens or
refrigerators, but whenever they went to a home, Donald always found
excuse to look at and in the host’s refrigerator. Sometimes he would spend
all evening next to the prized appliance, reminding himself that he had a
better model.
After he left his wife, she went to court to get a divorce. Before that
Donald had managed to retrieve the $500 telephone. His wife changed the
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locks immediately.
The judge wasn’t sympathetic to Donald’s plea for custody of the
refrigerator but agreed that they could divide furniture and other possessions
they had purchased together. Thus he got the Deco couch. In desperation,
Donald requested visitation rights to the refrigerator, but the look that the
judge gave him was indescribable, and he heard his wife trying to suppress
her giggles behind him.
After the divorce, Donald came up with an incredible array of excuses to
visit his ex-wife. It was always the
She was now creating collages, and
their exchanges were limited. She knew why he was there and would tolerate
it so that she could get on with her work. The dogs acted as if he were a
stranger, one they were not interested in.
Last week, things changed forever for Donald. As he was crossing the
street to the loft, thinking up another reason to visit his refrigerator, he saw it
lying on its side on the sidewalk near the curb. At first he couldn’t believe it.
How could HIS refrigerator
homeless on the streets of New York?
The door had been removed per the law. He looked at it sadly. As he
bent down and ran his hand along the edge of steel, he remembered that his
wife had been talking about the cost of the last several repairs. She had
complained that parts were unavailable and the freezer couldn’t be fixed. But
she didn’t have to do this. Anger replaced shock, and finally a terrible grief
took over as Donald carefully removed the wire shelves, the vegetable
drawers, the egg holder, the cheese compartment, and the butter dish. He
put them aside. When he finished, he crawled inside.
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